Three years have passed since your eyes' dear attack
my spirit to your beauty captive made,
with no complaint save that my head is greyed
with the lost wings of all those days I lack.
Say I am pale, or with love's fever black,
or lonely, or in sorrow, all's allayed,
as with his Dawn was old Tithonus stayed,
if with a glance you bring the morning back*
And surely you will ease the pains that shake me,
bright origin and source from which they came,
since all must pity the anguish they inspire,
for I ('tis sworn by love) am what you make me,
ah yes, my heart, my blood, my life, my flame,
choice of my life and my extreme desire.
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